The firft part of the contention of the twof.mcus 

A ijd take my leaue to pofte with fpeede to France. 

exit Scmerfet, 

King Come vnckleGlofter,now lets haue ourhorfc, 

For we will to Saint Albones f prefently, 

Madame, your hawke, they fay,isfwift of flight, 

And we will trie, how Ihe will flic to day. exeunt omnes ♦ 

Enter Elnor y with fr Tohn Hum, Tfoger Eullenbrcckc a Cornrer, 
and C Jliargery lour Udine a Witch . 

Slnor. Here fir Iohirtake this fcrole of paper here, 
Wherein is writ the queftions you fhallaske, 

And I will ftand vpon this Towner here, 

And heare the fpii it what it faies to you. 

And to my queuions, write the anfweres downe. 

She goes vp to the Tower. 
firlohn . Now firs begin and eaft your fpels about, 

Ar.d charmethefiendsfor to obey your wills. 

And tell Dame Elnor ofthe thing (he ask es. 

Witch. Then Roger Bu//mbrookf y about thy taskc, 

And frame a circle here vpon the earth, 

WhilA I thereon all proftrate on my face, 

Do talke and whifper with the diuells below, • 

And coniure them for to obey my will. 

She lies downe 1 vpon her face. 
Bullcnbrockc makes a cir r le . 

Bullen Darke night, dread night, the filence of the night, 
Wherein the Furies maskc in hellifh troupes, 

Send vp I charge you from Sofetuslake, 

The fpii it ssfskaloti to come to me, 

T o pierce the bowells of this centricke earth, 

A ud hither come in twinckling of an eie, 

Askalon y Afcenda^ Ajcen&a. 

It thunders and lightens, and then thefpirit 
rifethvp. 

fpirit . Now ^Bullenbrooke^ what vvouldft thou haue me do? 
Hulletu Firftjof ihe King, what (hall become of him? 


hoftfestfYorhe <md Lancajter. 
ibirtt. The Duke yet lines that Henry fhall depofe. 

Yet him out hue, and die a violent death. , 

Bullen. What fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke. 

Ibirite. Bv water lie (Ball die, and take his end. 

^Bullen What (hall betide the Duke of Soraerfet. 

(bint. Let him ("hun caftles,fafcr fhal he be vpon the fandy 

plaices, where cattles mounted ^d. 

Now queftiori me no more/or I mult hence a D a . 

1 He Gnkes downe agamc. 

'Bullen. Then downe I fay.vnto the damned poole, 

Where Pluto in his firie waggon fits, 

Riding amidft the fmgde and parched fmoakes. 

The Rode of Dytas by the riuer Styx, 

There howle and burne for euer in thofe ■flames. 

Rife Iordane, life, and ftay thy chaimingfpells: 

Sonnes, we are betraide. 

Enter the Duke ofTorkc and the duke of Buckingham 
and ethers. 

Torie Come firs, layhands on them, and hind them lure. 
This time was well watchtiwhat Madame, are you there. 

This will be great credit for your husband, 

That you arc plotting treafons thus with Comurers, 

' The King fhali haue a notice of this thing. 

° exit Ulnor aboue . 

. Buck.. See here my Lord what the diucll hath writ. 

Torke Giueitmcmy Lord, ilefhewitto the King: 
Gofirsdecthemfaftlocktin prifon. 

exit with them. 

Buck.. Mv Lord, I pray you let me go pofte vnto the King, 
V nto Saint Albones, to tell this newcs. 

Terke Content. away then, about it ftraight. 

. Buck Farewell mv Lord. 

exit 'Buckingham. 

: Torke Who’s within there? 

Enter one. 

One. My Lord. 
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